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Milkshake 


Author's Notes: 
David\'s milkshake brings all the boys to the yard. This is what happens after 7 hours in a car when | have a 
cup and straw to play with. 


If you asked him, Tico would tell you he wasn't a particularly lusty man. He liked sex as much as the next man, 
sure, but no more than a normal, healthy adult male. 


David would laugh. "Sure. And the reason you keep trying to make it so | can't walk is ‘cause you want me to 


understand the plight of the legless." 


At that, Tico would say that it wasn't his sex drive that was abnormal, it was the level of hotness of David's 
ass that was absurdly high. David would roll his eyes, call Tico a horny bastard, and walk off. 


Tico would follow him, eyes trained directly on the supposedly abnormally hot ass. 


Anyway, that's beside the point. The point is, Tico didn't consider himself an overly horny guy. But for three 


weeks, he and David had been celibate. Not by choice - it was a combination of hectic schedules, hotels with 
thin walls, and that level of fame that makes reporters and photographers pop out at the most inconvenient 
times. 


Three weeks. Tico's resistance was shot. 


An average weekday afternoon. An ordinary McDonald's. The only unusual thing was the tour bus in the parking 


lot. 
Richie didn't go in, he was sleeping. Jon ordered fries. Tico wasn't hungry. David ordered a vanilla milkshake. 
Tico had a very bad feeling about this. 


The place was empty, so they ate inside. The light rock radio station and the sounds of the fryer were far 


more pleasant than Richie's snoring. 


David started playing with his straw almost as soon as they sat down. He pulled it up, almost out of the cup, 
then slid it back down slowly. 


Up. Down 
Up. Down 
Out In 
Out In 


Tico watched the lid of the cup across the table, ears filling with the thick wet sounds of the milkshake giving 


way for the straw. 
Out: In 

Out: In 

Suck. Slurp. 

His sweats were starting to feel a litle tight: 
Out: In 

Suck. Slurp. 


A lot tight. 


Jon was babbling about something, his voice and the unimportant crap drowned out by the sounds of 
penetration David was talking back, not paying attention to the straw and the cup. 


Up. Down. 
Suck. Slurp. 


Out. In. 


Tico's palms were sweating. The straw didn't slide up again - thank God Tico lifted his gaze in time to see 
David raise the cup. 


Mistake. 

David's tongue darted out against the straw, his lips closing around the clear plastic. He must have licked his 

lips while he was talking to Jon - in addition to their usual fullness, they were slick and glistening. Tico almost 
groaned, remembering how that tongue felt when it flickered against something else, the way those lips looked 
wrapped around his dick. 

David's cheeks hollowed a little. The straw filled with milkshake. Tico watched David's throat as he swallowed. 


Now the rest of him was sweating. 


David's lips slid off the straw, but he didn't let off the suction A little milkshake dribbled down his lips and 


onto his chin. If Tico were wearing jeans, he would have lost a button right then. 


David's tongue darted out to lap up the spillage. Tico prayed whoever stitched the crotch of his sweatpants 
knew what they were doing. He shifted in his seat. David frowned. 


"You sure you don't want anything, Teek?" 
His hands went back to the straw. 
Out. In. 


Tico shook his head. No way was he going to be able to force words past the lump in his throat. It was a lie, 
of course he wanted something. David would probably object to sucking Tico off under the table, though. 


David shrugged and went back to his shake. Tongue. Lips. Hollow cheeks. Throat muscles working as he 
swallowed. 


Tico should have stayed on the bus with Richie. The snoring was unpleasant, but far less so than the aching 


hardness between his legs. 

"Hey, David" 

David looked up at Jon, once again spilling a little milkshake. Lips. Creamy white liquid. Tongue. 
Hell. 

"What?" 

"Try this." Jon handed David a fry. "Dip it in the shake. Fucking delicious." 


David raised an eyebrow but took the lid off the cup and dipped the fry in, scooping up a little shake and lifting 
it to his mouth. 


Mouth open. Tongue. Creamy white liquid. David closed his lips around the fry, eyes lighting up. 

"Mmmm!" 

Tico closed his eyes. Jon had half a container of fries left. The time it would take him to eat them left Tico 
plenty of time to drag David in the bathroom and get him on his knees. His dick throbbed at the idea of David's 
eyes lighting up as he flicked his tongue against the shaft, moaning in delight as he closed his lips around the 
head. His cheeks would hollow as he sucked, sliding down to take more in, then back up. 

Up. Down. 

Out. In. 

Suck. Slurp. 

And it would be Tico's turn to moan, ears filling with the sounds of David's mouth giving way to his cock, the 
thick wet noises of penetration. Slick wetness around him, suction, David's tongue darting around to tease him 


further. 


He'd slide back, let the head fall from his mouth, precome dripping from his lips and onto his chin Lips. Creamy 
white liquid. Tongue. 


Then back to work with renewed vigor, moaning around the length, the vibrations shaking Tico to his core. 


Out. In. 


Throat muscles working as he swallowed around the head, wringing a deep moan from Tico's throat. 


Out. In. 

Swallow. 

Suck. Slurp. 

A heartbeat, and Tico would stiffen, orgasm tearing through him. David would swallow it all, except a few 
droplets that he would let dribble onto his lips. Tico would slide out of his mouth, and he'd lick up the stray 
drops, moaning. 

Lips. 

Tongue. 

"Tico." 

Tico jumped, face flushing as he looked up at Jon. 

"We're done eating. Come on, you can sleep on the bus." 

Jon got up and left. Tico groaned a little. David frowned. 


"You okay?" 


Tico glanced down. Well, one part of the fantasy had come true. Thank God for long t-shirts and black 
sweatpants that didn't show wet spots too well. 


Deep breath. "Yeah. Fine." 


David grinned. "Good. | hope you were paying attention, ‘cause once we get on the bus you're getting the same 


treatment as that shake." 


Tico grinned and practically leapt out of the booth, hurrying to the bus while David's laughter rang in his ears. 


